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Katie Bridges (’26) 


iSmototime anb bleak time, 

®fjou month of tom rp blasts, 

S>ab time in eb’rp tlime, 
fDJjou ghost of time noto past. 

Hike an ageb, ancient creature, 

®f)is fjoarp month creeps in 

Ho toelcome, smiling feature, 

Sis its toilsome rounbs begin. 

JJo sunlight brigljtip beaming, 
i?o songbirb carols gap, 

Slnb flotoerS are stoeetlp breaming 
<0n jfebruarp’s bap. 

$rotecteb bp JJature’s lobing hanb, 
(Jfrom dutches of billian Jfrost), 

91 Snotop blanket cobers lanb 
ILest anp flotoerS be lost. 

JJut itlarcb, ah, itlarcb both come at last! 
3QHith Stortnp, bribing toinbs. 

5)e bribes the bleakness toith \)i& blast, 
Slnb summons Springtime in. 
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[EDITORS NOTE. — All the literary part of “The Wes- 
leyan^ this month was written by the Freshmen. They de- 
serve much commendation for their achievements , since, after 
only three months’ class work in ef Freshman English ” they 
have written poems , stories , and editorials which reflect credit 
on themselves and on their instructors. Much thanks is due 
Miss Gamer and her associates, Mrs. Smith and Miss Hamil- 
ton, for their co-operation and suggestions in making this num- 
ber a success.'] 


iEtmtally fHaantlitte 

Isabella Deas Harris (’26). 

“Mother,” the coarse voice called fretfully from the next 
room. 

The little woman furtively shoved a brown earthen tea-pot 
to the back of the cupboard. She sighed gently as she hurried 
across the uneven boards of the kitchen. 

“See if you can’t fix this collar button,” panted Joseph 
Marbot, his florid face grown almost livid with unwonted ex- 
ertion. 

Deft fingers slipped the button into place. With an intui- 
tion born of long experience, Ellen Marbot found her hus- 
band’s vest, brushed his coat, and produced a clean handker- 
chief. In the midst of her silent and skilful ministrations, 
the smell of scorching rice came from the kitchen. 

Ellen flew to the rescue. 

“I’ll declare, mother,” complained Joseph, coming to stand 
in the doorway. “I get plum ashamed o’ you sometimes. 
There you are in those old shoes and that faded dress. ’N’ 
you’ll stay right that way ’till Cooper comes. Seems to me 
you’d want to fix up a bit beforehand.” 

“I aim to,” apologized Ellen as her lean brown arms worked 
the golden batter, “but I’m pushed for time.” 

ell, yon don’t never find me lacking for time to fix up,” 
commented Joseph. 

lie straightened his tie, arched his neck, and bent down to 
catch his reflection in the small cracked mirror. 
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“Now, Mr. Marbot,” mildly suggested Ellen, “you just 
leave everything to me, ’n’ I’ll manage. I’ll have supper just 
when you want it, V you can talk to Mr. Cooper after. Oh ! 
I do hope,” her voice grew wistful, “I do hope you get the 
job.” 

“Well, I will,” responded Joseph, “but for land’s sakes, 
mother, don’t you say nothin’ about economy. I know you 
mean well by it, but you make me tired the way you go on ’bout 
savin’ ever’ penny. It looks downright stingy.” 

With these parting words, Joseph strutted out on the porch 
and settled his portly form in a chair. 

Ellen turned again to her work. After she had molded 
the gleaming mass of butter, she darted with it into the pantry. 
Stacks of pale gold bricks and rows of shining milk pans bore 
testimony to Ellen’s thrift. 

Joseph was vaguely ashamed of his wife’s milk and butter 
business. His hurt dignity marvellously recovered, however, 
at the end of the month when the coins clinked musically in 
tho little brown teapot. 

Ellen fingered the pot lovingly as she passed by the cupboard. 

“Joseph thinks I’m stingy,” she whispered to its musty 
depths. “But some day he’ll thank me for savin’ somethin’.” 

At supper a tired, flushed Ellen greeted her husband’s guest 
with a pleasant smile. She marshalled the children into 
place, skilfully guiding them around the patched place in the 
carpet. 

Mr. Cooper, a thin, wiry, grey-headed little man, beamed 
upon the crisply fried partridges. 

“Is there any good game around here ?” he asked. 

Joseph hastened to assure him, regaling him with tales of 
his own prowess. 

Mr. Cooper listened attentively. He watched Joseph with 
narrowed eyes. Joseph grinned. He must be making a very 
good impression. Growing even more talkative, he carelessly 
referred to extensive travels. He spoke of his three-acre farm 
as “my plantation,” and called each political boss in the coun- 
try by his first name. 

Just as he reached the zenith of his eloquence, Ellen arose 
to blow out one of the three lamps. 
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At Joseph’s sly frown of remonstrance she apologized. 

“But, father, two was a-plenty to see by.” 

Joseph gave a little sigh of self-pity. How could he appear 
rich when his wife persisted in revealing her economical ways? 

“Do you know anything about farms?” 

Mr. Cooper shot the question at Joseph with catapult force 
and suddenness. 

“Do I know anything about farms?” 

Joseph’s eyes gleamed. 

“Well, I should say so. I was born ’n’ raised on one. I — ” 

“Yes,” put in Ellen proudly. “Mr. Marbot knows a lots 
about farming. He’s bound to succeed some day.” 

Joseph’s head went up. Ilis chest swelled out. 

“I calc’late to,” he declared. “If I’d a had my way, I’d a 
been on the farm right this minute. A man has to sacrifice so 
much for his family.” He interrupted himself with a self- 
righteous air. 

“Then you own a farm ?” 

“Yes, my plantation is about three miles away, rather a long 
ways. I’d been thinking about buying a car.” 

“Why, Joseph,” exclaimed Ellen before she thought, “you 
know we can’t aff — ” 

She paused, her sentence in midair. 

Joseph flushed uncomfortably. He glanced sharply at 
Cooper, but read on his countenance no trace of the disdain he 
felt in his own heart. If anything that gentleman was beam- 
ing his approval on Ellen. 

Joseph, however, was not to be deterred from his favorite 
subject. He discoursed at length on farms. The children 
clamoured in vain for their second piece of bird. Mr. Cooper’s 
glass remained empty until Ellen got up to fill it. So great was 
Joseph’s absorption that his wife had to nudge him twice 
before he passed his own coffee cup to be refilled. 

Repeatedly Ellen tried to change the subject, but to no 
avail. Finally she arose, saying: 

“Come, children; let’s leave the men to talk business.” 

Her hand on the knob, she looked back. Joseph and Mr. 
Cooper had pushed back from the table. The dining room 
was long and narrow. A handsome old mirrored sideboard, 
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the only piece of real furniture in the room, completely filled 
one end. Joseph had taken particular pains to tilt his chair 
where he had a good view of the mirror. As Ellen gently 
closed the door, he was still talking, puffing contentedly at a 
twenty-five cent cigar. Mr. Cooper was leaning backward — 
listening. 

Outside Ellen kept vigil. “Oh, that Mr. Cooper may be able 
to pierce through Joseph’s conceit to his good points!” she 
prayed over and over. 

An automobile horn blew outside. Ellen started. She went 
to the door to admit the stranger, a mud-bespattered young 
man who asked breathlessly to speak to Mr. Cooper alone. 

Ellen ushered the stranger into the dining room. Her hus- 
band came out, closing the door behind him. 

Ellen and Joseph stood silent. They could hear the excited 
whisperings in the room beyond. 

“What does Mr. Cooper say ?” Ellen finally asked. 

“He says,” responded Joseph in a rather worried tone, 
“that before I get the place with the Georgia Real Estate Com- 
pany, I must get up a thousand dollars. He’s given me ten 
days to do it. Might as well be ten minutes.” 

Without a word Ellen left the room. In a few minutes she 
returned, bringing with her the tiny brown earthen teapot. Her 
trembling hands almost dropped tliQ pot as she placed it on the 
table and took off the lid. Joseph watched wonderingly. 

Nickels, dimes and quarters slipped through Ellen’s fingers. 
A tiny roll of bills followed. Then, at last, she triumphantly 
produced a bank book. In silence she handed it to Joseph. 
As his shaking fingers slipped off the rubber band, Ellen broke 
the silence. 

“There,” she announced simply, “is what I’ve saved in fif- 
teen years of selling milk and butter ’n’ skimping ’round the 
house. Ever since we’ve been married, I’ve waited for a 
chance like this. Now you can get your job.” 

The excited whisperings in the dining room ceased. There 
was a scampering of feet. The door opened. 

“This is my partner, James Dougherty,” explained Mr. 
Cooper genially. “He’s just brought me news that the job 
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must be filled at once. How about it, Marbot ? Can you raise 
the money ?” 

“Er-ahem.” Joseph raised himself importantly to his full 
height. “Why-er, Fve just had a consultation with my banker, 
and I find that I can-er-easily.” 

Ellen gasped. Then she smiled. Timidly she placed her 
hand on the empty teapot and drew it to her. Quietly she 
crept out of the room. 

Through the thin wall partition she heard the brisk voice 
of Mr. Cooper saying, “All right, partner, what about it? 
Marbot may know enough about farms to be useful to us in 
the real estate business. Not only that. He’s got a dandy 
wife. She’ll help make him a success.” 

Ellen knew the partner must have nodded assent, for Mr. 
Cooper began to speak again. 

“Young man, you can’t do better than to learn the thrifti- 
ness of your wife. When I started out to make a living, we 
stayed on the farm. My wife sold milk and butter to make 
ends meet. She worked and saved just as your wife does. 
That’s why I’m counted a success today. That’s why we’re 
giving you this job, mainly because of your thrifty wife and 
her faith in you.” 

Joseph stirred uneasily. He ran his finger around the edge 
of his collar before he straightened his tie. Then, as he saw 
his visitors were preparing to leave, he remarked importantly. 

“Well, I guess I might as well be goin’ on down to the news 
office with you. I told ’em I’d let ’em know when I accepted 
a position with the Georgia Ileal Estate Company.” 

Back in the kitchen a tired but triumphant little woman lov- 
ingly caressed a brown earthen teapot as she set it carefully in 
the back of the cupboard. 
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Spirit of Wratepn 

Frieda Kapean (’ 26 ). 

Last night as I lay in slumber deep , 

A vision came to me — 

A vision that I fain would keep — 

Of a maiden fair to see . 

From clear bright eyes blazed Truth divine; 

With Honor beamed her brow; 

And as in Faith her hand clasped mine , 

With Friendship did she bow . 

“But who art thou?” in awe asked I. 

“Behold” the maid began, 

“I am a power that ne'er will die — 

Hie Spirit of Wesleyan .” 

I asked at length, “What doest thou good?” 

“I guide , as God hath willed. 

The cherished Southern womanhood 
Through life with service filled .” 

“For lo, these seven and fourscore years, 

Fve filled my mission great; 

I've led fair maids through joy and tears 
With Wisdom as my mate.” 

“And though pass on the years of man, 
Eternally I'll live; 

And e'en to Greater Wesleyan 

This same strength will I give.” 
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The maiden smiled triumphantly 
Then vanished like a wraith . 

Ah, Heavenly Father , give to me 
This all-sustaining faith . 

The faith that lives fore’er and e'er , 
That ' cross the years doth span , 
The Faith that guides this vision dea> 
This spirit of Wesleyan. 
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Nn (Eaitan-Paftdpi) (garment 

Kwe Yuin Kiaxg (’26). 


Thump ! thump ! thump ! Pau Tsung knocked on the frozen 
brook. She could not break the ice because the rock in her 
hand was too small. Twice she was nearly swept off her feet 
by the howling wind ; she was most blinded by the falling sleet, 
but she sheltered hei; eyes with her left arm, and stooped down 
to pick up a larger rock. It slipped away from her numb 
hands, and so she rubbed her fingers, shook them, and blew on 
them. Then once again, she picked up the rock and tried to 
break the ice. At last it broke beneath the blows, and a hole 
appeared in the surface. She dipped in her bucket, and then 
came up the steps with her clothes dripping with water and 
her little cotton shoes soaked through and through. When she 
reached home, she squeezed the water out as best she could for 
she had no other clothes to put on; then she went into the 
kitchen and poured the bucket of water over a tub full of soiled 
clothes. 

A few minutes later she limped quietly into her bedroom and 
peeped into the parlor. Ta ta, her elderly mother-in-law, was 
chanting, and at the same time counting a string of beads which 
hung around her neck. She was seated on a straight back chair 
besida a square table that stood in front of a long narrow table 
against the north end of the room. In the center of this long 
table stood a square mahogany case containing the gilded image 
of the God of M ealtli. Beside it was another mahogany 
case in which stood the white porcelain figure of the Goddess 
ot Mercy holding in her arms an infant boy. A brazier with 
red charcoals was burning invitingly in the center of the room. 
Pau 1 sung cast her longing eyes to the fire, but she did not 
dare go into the room. She could only go back to her own 
cold, bare room and sit on her wooden bed. She put her 
benumbed hands under her thin wet garment and shivered 
niore and more. Presently her mother-in-law stopped chant- 
ing. Pau Tsung got up and peeped through the door as she 
said : 
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“Mother, Fm feeling a little bit chilly today; may I have a 
cotton-paddled garment ?” 

“What, are you cold ?” thundered the woman, as she rose 
from her seat, and took a small hand-stove from the table, warm- 
ing first one hand and then the other one. “It hasn’t snowed 
yet. That calico dress you have on is warm enough for you in 
this kind of weather. Wait until it snows, and then we shall 
see about the cotton-padded garment.” 

While her husband, Yong Foo, lived, he always saw to it that 
Pau Tsung had a cotton-padded garment as soon as the weather 
grew cold; and even after his death, Da da, the elderly fath- 
er-in-law, who usually indulged Ta ta in all things, removed 
the long bamboo pipe from his mouth, looked steadily over the 
tortoise shell rims of his spectacles at Ta ta, and said very 
firmly : 

“The child — must — have — warm — clothes.” 

Put now that he, too, had gone away to Tien Long, Ta ta had 
her own way. 

Early the next morning the flakes began to flit down, and 
by noon the ground was covered with the shining snow. The 
buds on the trees and the tiny roots of the plants were warm 
under their blanket of white. Ah Waung, the old yellow dog, 
came into the parlor, and curled up near the brazier in the 
middle of the room. Ah IIwo, the little grey and white kitten, 
purred happily in the “foot stove nest” against the wall. Pau 
Tsung sat on a little foot stool with l a ta’s foot in her lap 
and beat the ankle to drive away the rheumatism. 

“Mother, may I have a cotton-padded garment now?” 

“Don’t you know, you goose, that it’s never cold when it’s 
snowing?” answered her mother-in-law, as she pushed her 
hands farther under her fur-lined garment. “I tell you, the 
real cold weather conies when the snow melts. A\ ait until the 
thaw comes, and then we’ll talk about the garment.” 

Ta ta glanced through the open door toward the wardrobe 
in her bedroom, and Pau Tsung hoped that the padded gar- 
ment was there. 

Patter, patter. The melting snow on the roof was dripping 
down into the gutter. The dripping icicles, glistening in the 
warm sun, hung down like bamboo curtains from the trees and 
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the roofs. The ground was dotted here and there with muddy 
little pools, and the streets were wet and slippery from the melt- 
ing snow that had been shoveled back on both sides. But the 
night fell bleak and cold ; and the bitter north wind whistled 
through the dreary streets and roared among the chimney tops. 
Pau Tsung stumbled and slipped on the dark street lighted 
only by the faint beams from a small oil lamp on a tall lamp- 
post. She was hurrying home from the tea-shop with a brass 
kettle filled with hot tea in her right hand ; and she held the 
other hand over the warm vessel as she shivered from head to 
foot. The half-frozen water on the stone pavement slushed in 
and out from her small cloth slippers; her feet were aching from 
chilblains, and she shivered and shook as the sharp wind cut 
into her face. 

When she reached her home, she pushed open a wooden door, 
and passed through a small open court into the parlor. There 
she poured some of the tea into a cup, and carrying it between 
her two hands, presented it to Ta ta, who was sitting beside her 
bed smoking a water-pipe. After a moment, Pau Tsung 
glanced toward the wardrobe and stammered: 

“M — m — moth-er, may I have the cotton-padded garment 
now ?” 

“Fool,” roared the woman ; and in her anger she uncon- 
sciously dropped the match with which she was relighting the 
pipe, on the blue-flowered bed curtains. “Didn’t you see today 
that the snow had already begun to melt? What on earth do 
you want with a padded garment in warm weather like this? 
How long are you going to keep on tormenting me with your 
endless requests and demands? I’ve never known peace since 
you stepped into my house. The third year, your evil star took 
away your husband, my only son; the next year it snatched 
away Da da. So it was you who killed them, you vixen. 
Xow you are plotting against my old bones, and you’ll be the 
death of me yet. Get you out of my room ! I’m sick at the 
very sight of you. I wish Busah (Budah) would hurl you out 
of the world this very night.” 

With eyes dimmed with bitter tears, Pau Tsung hurried to 
her cold room. She curled herself up on her thin straw mat, 
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but she could not sleep. Her body was wracked with pain, 
and her heart was aching with sorrow. 

“Help ! help!” The cry came from Ta ta’s room. Pau 
Tsung sat up and listened. 

“Help! help! help! Oh, Pau Tsung!” 

Pau Tsung jumped up and rushed to her mother-in-law's 
door. It was barred. She kicked it. She threw her weight 
against it, but the door held fast. Then she seized a stool, and 
burst it open. The bed curtains were on fire, and Ta ta rushed 
frantically about the room. Pau Tsung dashed into the kitchen 
to get a bucket of water, but it had already frozen. A gong be- 
side the wall! She seized it, flung open the window, and beat 
with all her might. 

“Fire! Come! Help!” 

A heavy garment might smother the flames that enveloped 
Ta ta! She jerked open the wardrobe. 

“Mother! Where is the cotton-padded garment?” 

Ta ta reeled backward, lunged forward and fell to the floor. 
The wooden door to the court clanged, and voices filled the air. • 
But help was coming too late. Ta ta glanced through the open 
door to the Goddess of Mercy; and then, turning her eyes to- 
ward the wardrobe, her dying lips murmured : 

“Ho — padded — garment.” 


A Balrntittf 

Olive Quillian (’ 26 ). 

If I could find the Maker of Dreams 
ril tell you what Vd do: 

I'd go to his home , in the clouds so high , 

And ask for a dream of you . 

I'd ask him to let me see once again 
The picture that memry holds 
Of a hoy , cu girl, a leaning moon ; 

Music — and the spell it enfolds. 

And then I'd ask him to make a dream — 

A dream that might soma day coma true — 
The most wonderful dream the Maker has — 
An eternal hour with you. 
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(ftuptii’a (Honqupat 

Sara Jenkins (*26). 

“Let us confess our sins— 1 ” 

A rustle arose from the large church as the congregation 
knelt for prayer and Larry bent his head, outwardly as rev- 
erently as the surplice-clad rector. His lips murmured 
mechanically “ — erred and strayed — like lost sheep,'’ but his 
rebellious mind thundered. 

“Fll bo hanged if I mean to marry her at all !” 

His sister was to blame for this upset state of mind. 
Matchmakers are not always tactful. It was only an hour ago 
at their late Sunday breakfast that she had asked him, “Larry, 
when are you going to marry Martha ?” 

That question had sent him off to church, where he could 
think things out quietly. Marry Martha ! And when? Xever, 
so far as he knew ! Pictures of the worthy Martha flashed 
across his mind. Martha marketing for dinner after her work, 
clad in a sailor hat, a mannish suit, and low-heeled oxfords, and 
carrying a market basket over her arms; or, Martha, wearing 
stiff, starched linen, putting up curtains in her own apartment 
because he could not do it so that they hung correctly, and him- 
self below the step-ladder, holding the hammer and nails, and 
discussing the best way to invest his small savings. He had 
been going with Martha for three years. She would make an 
excellent wife — cheerful, possessed of common sense, and reli- 
able. But he was tired of doing the sensible thing. He wanted 
romance — adventure. 

He glanced up quite irreverently. An expanse of white neck 
bounded on one side by soft black curls and on the other side 
by black fur, met his glance. In strong contrast to this he saw 
Martha’s stiff coiffure and scratchy woolen. Why wasn’t Mar- 
tha less business-like? 

The prayer came to an end, and a jaunty red brim hid the 
winsome curls. Martha’s hats were black or brown. The 
thought of Martha made him crack his knuckles as he had a 
habit of doing when he was worried or thinking deeply. 

A woman came in and he moved to the end of the pew to give 
her an inside seat. This gave him a view of the piquant little 
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profile and a deliciously upturned nose. That was the kind 
of a girl he wanted the girl he married to look like. He sighed. 
The girl, with that consciousness acute in anyone, but espe- 
cially so in a woman, felt his glance upon her. She looked up, 
caught his eye, blushed, and looked away. A\ hat a sweet, mod- 
est little thing she was ! For the first time in months he was 
thrilled, and her downcast gaze did not help him to keep his 
mind either on the question of Martha or on the sermon. 

But even a pretty girl does not remain long in a man s mind 
when he has nothing to keep it there. It was the next day, 
when, in his usual black Monday mood, he caught the nine 
o’clock car, that the matter of the girl was clinched in his mind. 
He sat in the only vacant seat on the car and gazed aimlessly 
at the floor. A man’s black imitation leather bill folder lay 
there almost under the seat in front of him. He stooped, 
picked it up, and opened it. The mischievously smiling face 
that he had seen at church peeked at him from underneath 
the isinglass on one side. His heart turned over. W hat a 
perfect face ! He did not stop to explain to himself why he re- 
moved the snapshot before he returned the folder to the con- 
ductor; nor why, uptown in the office of Bowen & Greene, 
architects, a vision of her slender figure in a pink and white 
apron flitted across his mind as he drew the plans ot a ‘ bride- 
and-groom-y” bungalow. 

Two nights later he and Martha went to a movie. Martha 
considered plays too expensive for ordinary occasions. The 
picture was poor, Martha was tired, and he was thoroughly 
bored until he saw a dark, curly head several rows in front. 
He occupied the next ten minutes watching its conscious little 
movements; and then she — yes, it was she — and the girl she was 
with rose and tripped out, her French heels tapping musically 
on the floor. Martha knew those shoes were expensive — but 
marked down; he knew they were feminine and pretty. 

Just then Fate came to the aid of Cupid. The lady dropped 
a bit of lace and cloth — Martha would have known it wasn’t 
linen — at his feet. Excusing himself for a minute, he followed 
her and returned it to her. The rest of the evening the smile 
with which she thanked him warmed his heart. 
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In the week which followed he had three tiny glimpses of 
her. Once he saw her in a shop; another time he saw her 
boarding a street car; and the third time he looked straight 
into her smiling face as she passed him. 

The exuberance of early spring and his longing for romance 
made him sure that if he could just meet the lady — but how 
was he to meet her ? One day he stood waiting for his car and 
pondering this question so deeply that he was utterly oblivious 
of his surroundings until a cataract of bundles feel at his 
feet. Looking up, he saw the young lady who had been occu- 
pying his thoughts. As they both bent to pick up the bun- 
dles, their heads bumped, and with faces like ripe tomatoes, 
they recovered the bundles just in time to catch a car. He had 
not noticed that it was not the car that he meant to take. 
After they were seated there was an embarrassing silence. The 
man cracked his knuckles nervously and the girl flushed and 
grew sick at the only sound in the world which it seemed she 
could not bear — the cracking of knuckles. She wished she might 
command the strange young man to “stop it!” Maybe if she 
talked, he wouldn’t do it. 

“I was down town gettin’ my weddin’ things. Been savin’ 
my wages a long time to have ’em like I wanted. I seen when 
I was real young that you could tell a lady by her clothes, so I 
quit school an’ went to nursin’ an’ — ” 

The young man cracked his knuckles even more, it seemed. 
She wont on in desperation. 

“An’ so when I get my w’ages, I get the best clothes I can. 
I did want my weddin’ things to be nice. You see, Jim’s a 
right good carpenter an’ I didn’t want him to be ’shamed o’ 
me.” 

The young man mumbled something about “my stop,” and 
leaving a bit of paper behind him on the seat stumbled to the 
front of the car. A glance back into the interior gave him a 
picture he would always remember — his fallen idol picking up 
a bit of worn paper and turning it over curiously. A startled 
expression spread over her face and he heard her exclaim: 
“Well, if that ain’t the very pictur’ I give Jim!” 

When the car stopped, he swung himself to the pavement, 
mumbling “I seen” — a common nursemaid, going to marry a car- 
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penter. An elegantly-dressed middle-aged lady taking the car 
as he left it turned and exchanged glances with the grey-haired 
man at her side. Larry, in a dazed fashion, heard her say, 
“Ex-service man, perhaps. Shell-shock.” 

A few minutes later the odd young man turned in at an 
apartment house and, hastening up the steps, rang the bell at 
the right. A well-modulated voice from within answered, 
“Come in.” He threw open the door, and saw Martha as 
she sat drying her hair in the sunshine by a window and sew- 
ing on something soft and pink. 

Looking up, she began in a low, sweet voice. 

“I am just being awfully extravagant and making a use- 
less, pretty dress just because I wanted it. I do so love pretty 
things which I never can afford. Sit down, Larry, and tell me 
that that’s just like a woman.” 

The man did neither, but stood flushed and holding his hat. 

“Martha,” he blurted out, “will you marry the most foolisli 
man on earth ?” 
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An Slf a Ualentine 

Florence Lewis (’ 26 ). 

Just a naughty little elf 
Was a-sitting hy himself 
In the moonlight. 

In his hand he held a pen, 

And was writing now and then , 
In the moonlight. 

But a feather made his pen , 
Which he used now and then, 

In the moonlight. 

And for ink he had the dew; 
Paper just a leaf or two. 

This is what he wrote to you 
In the moonlight. 

“Oh, my darling little elf, 

I just love you for yourself , 
As you flit and dance away 
In the moonlight. 

If you’ll only just be mine, 

My own dear little Valentine, 
Such a happy elf I’ll be 
As I sit and think of thee 
In the moonlight.” 
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A fRpaaagr tn (Sarria 

Ivatie Beidges ( '’ 26 ' ). 

“Gee. don’t I wish 1 I could be a hero, an’ carry a message to 
Garcia/’ gasped Dicky, with eyes wide in wonder at the valor 
displayed in the amazing story bis teacher was relating to the 
class. As he leaned forward over his desk, so as not to miss one 
word, he waved his small hand frantically, and, in spite of his 
eight short years, his face assumed a manly gravity as he im- 
parted to the third grade the astounding fact that he, Dicky 
Marshall, would carry a message to Garcia. 

“Just watch an’ see,” he retorted in answer to a taunting, 
“betclia don’t,” of a small — perhaps envious — sceptic. 

“And,” concluded teacher, “the main thing is that the mes- 
senger to Garcia did not wait, lie did not delay, but asked no 
questions and did his duty.” 

Ah! how proudly Dicky’s brave heart was beating beneath 
his warm little sweater; how bright the world, and how glo- 
rious life seemed! As he left the room his environment had 
assumed an entirely different aspect. The dingy walls were 
not so dingy, but fairly glowed with promise and light. Even 
the sun shone brighter, and as Dicky trudged along it seemed 
that the birds were chirping, “To Garcia, to Garcia !” 

“Iluh,” he answered, “I bet you don’t even know who Garcia 
is — you just must ’ve heard teacher say his name.” 

At that moment, Miss Evelina Dixon, a beautiful young lady 
who lived near Dicky, paused before a florist’s window. 

“Those hyacinths are beautiful,” she exclaimed, “I must buy 
some for Mr. Harrison, poor old man — what a pity he is such 
an invalid that he can’t get out in this glorious weather.” 

“No, I’ll just carry them,” she replied, in answer to the 
clerk’s j>olite inquiry, and hastened from the shop. 

“Why, hello there, Dicky, I nearly ran into you,” she greeted 
the young would-be hero, making him drop with a tlmd from 
the lofty heights where he was soaring. 

“Howdy, Miss Evelina, yes’m you did. Say, Miss Evelina, 
lot me carry that box for you’ won’tcha ?” 

“Why, now, I surely will. I forgot how late it is, and I’m 
due at the choir practice in ten minutes, so I wouldn’t have time 
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to take them. They are flowers for Mr. Harrison, but if you 
don’t object” — 

“No’m, oh, no’m. I’ll like to do it for yer.” 

Dicky forgot his usual aversion to carrying packages, but he 
politely accepted Miss Evelina’s thanks and went forth to his 
conquest, not armed with weapons or arms, but clasping a flower 
box in his arms. 

Already in his vivid imagination he was a “really truly” bold 
soldier, not merely delivering tokens of a feminine friendship, 
but braving shell fire to deliver a very important message to his 
general, his Garcia. So absorbed was he in his imaginary scene 
that he failed to see the struggling line of urchins following him. 
He stopped abrutly and to his amazement, there were three or 
four small boys marching stealthily behind him. His puzzled 
expression was a signal for their chant of : 

“Flowers for yer girl, sissy; flowers for yer girl, yoo-hoo; 
flowers” — 

“Hot either, hush up,” the young gallant commanded. “Say 
it again and I’ll” — . No, he remembered Garcia’s messenger 
did not stop, so he must not tarry. 

“I haven’t got time to lick all yer fellers now, I got to hurry, 
but you kids just wait’ll I get back. Meet me here an’ I’ll 
lick every one of yer.” 

“Yoo-hoo,” came the chorus, but the messenger did not deign 
a reply ; in fact, he no longer heard, for he was scurrying down 
the street with all the speed he could summon. The chanters 
were undaunted, and followed the hurrying figure. 

“Well, then, just come on an’ it’ll save me the trouble of go- 
ing back to meet yer,” Dicky shouted. “Come on all of yer.” 

Thus he arrived at his destination and marched sedately to 
the door of the beautiful home. His tormentors were baffled 
at last, and then disappeared. 

Mr. Harrison himself answered the imperative summons of 
the doorbell. 

“Why, she told me you were sick,” gasped the lad. 

“Yes, yes, just a bad headache. Nobody at home but me, 
and I just came from my office. But who is she?” he inquired. 

“Miss Evelina, she sent these flowers; she said a card was 
inside.” 
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“Why, er — she did? Well, well; here, sonny, here’s a quar- 
ter for you. I wonder how she found out I was sick ?” 

“Xo, sir, Mr. Harrison, that’s half a dollar; anyhow, I 
don’t want no pay.” 

“Keep it, keep it, you deserve it, and” — but Mr. Harrison 
disappeared, and Dicky heard him at the telephone. 

“Wasn’t he ’scited, tho’ ? ’Most anybody would be to get 
flowers from Miss Evelina, ’specially him ’cause lie’s her beau. 
Gee! this money’ll buy me that ball I’ve been wanting. A 
whole half er dollar ! I ain’t ever heard of ladies sending the 
flowers, an’ him just got er little headache. Folks is kinder 
funny when they’re in love. Anyhow, 1 carried the message 
and ’stead of getting a medal I got this money.” 

The next morning the third grade slowly filed to their rooms 
— all but Dicky, who fairly danced in. 

“Xow, who carried the message to Garcia ?” asked the teacher, 
wishing to see who remembered the story. 

“I did,” announced Dicky, and after the laughter subsided, 
lie explained: 

“Really, I did carry one, too.” 

“Tell us about it, then,” teacher invited. 

“Well,” he began proudly, “I carried some flowers from er 
lady to er man. It was a job, too, ’cause some kids got after 
me, and” — 

“He carried the flowers ter the wrong man,” finished a rival. 
“Why, I didn’t!” 

“Guess yer did. Teacher, he did, ’cause I heard my mama 
say so. She said” — 

“What?” demanded the dumfoundcd hero, about to lx? de- 
prived of his laurels. 

“She said Cousin Evelina meant those flowers for old Mr. 
Harrison, the crippled man, an’ here you went an’ took ’em to 
Mr. Harrison Faulkland, an’ him an’ Cousin Evelina had been 
fussed an’ mad with each other a long time, an’ ” — 

“There they go down the street now, air they sho’ are happy,” 
proclaimed a small watchman near the window. 

Dicky peered out. It. was true, too true. Success had been 
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a failure. All was wrong. He was no hero — his air castles 
were shattered. 

“Cheer up, dear, what’s the trouble? You should be happy,” 
assured teacher. “Just think what a lovely thing you did.” 

“Well, I did save ’em, ’cause they wouldn’t’ve been happy 
a-fussin’ like that. ’Course I saved ’em.” A smile of seren- 
ity overshadowed his ruddy face. 

Verily, Dicky had carried his message to Garcia! 
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[EDITOR’S NOTE. — The Freshmen seem to he living up 
to John Erskine’s statement , “Our springtime poetry is writ- 
ten in the winter , and poems for Christmas take shape in June.” 
Here are some of the February thoughts on the advent of 
spring. 


Spring Saga 

Margaret Hearn ( ? 26). 

I feel a rapture stirring me 
On perfect days like these. 
When cloudy blooms are whitening 
A thousand orchard trees . 


Springtime 

Patsy Howard (’ 26 ). 

Morning in the springtime — 
Oh, what joy it brings! 
How the sun is shining! 

IIow the bluebird sings! 

On the flowers the dewdrops 
Sparkle blue and gold ; 

In the gloiious sunshine 
Rose petals soft unfold. 

Where is care and trouble? 

Where the frown and tear? 
Oli, the sun has stolen them — 
Springtime days are here. 
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iltt Spring 

Frances Holland (’ 26 ). 

A bright-hued bird flits here and there ; 
My cheek is fanned by fragrant air. 

As I wander on the meadows green , 

Or sit beside the gurgling stream , 

In spring! 

I watch the budding, fresh green leaves , 
The nestling violet perfume breathes , 
Forget-me-nots in myriads grow 
Like fairies swaying to and fro. 

In spring! 
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Pnrlir ffiiimtHPH 

Saba Moon (’26). 

Seated at one of the heart-shaped tables of the fashionable 
River View Tea Room was Evelyn Dillard, breathing a sigh 
of relief as she noticed the almost deserted room. It was early 
yet, the time for dancing and excitement had not arrived. The 
further corners of the place were not fully lighted ; at one end 
the, painted lattice and roses on the wall were still in the semi- 
darkness. The water from the fountain in the center splashed 
over the marble bodies of the nymphs and into the little pool 
quite loudly. The negroes of the orchestra, behind the screen 
of palms, were occupied in tuning up their instruments. The 
only other sound was the continuous and spirited talk of the few 
early comers. 

Evelyn slipped out of the squirrel wrap as she gave her order 
to the accommodating French waitress. She looked very de- 
mure and pretty in tailored gray from head to foot, with a be- 
wildering gray feather drooping over one dear blue eye, al- 
most' hiding from view her slender arched eyebrow. Her eyes 
sparkled as she noticed that Mrs. Van Stratton and her guests 
had not seen her as she entered, for she did want a few minutes 
to think over her next j)oem and to rest her mind from the round 
of shopping. 

She was musing over her tea when a woman’s voice, pitched 
in a high, steady tone, hurried to say, “Yes, if it wasn’t that 
Robert Gaines was critic, Evelyn Dillard’s silly nonsense poems 
would never be published! Of course, it’s understood that if 
he should turn them down she would certainly break their en- 
gagement — ” 

She heard no more, for she was deafened by her anger and 
indignation. Drawing her cape around her slim shoulders and 
hiding her flaming cheeks beneath the expensive collar, she 
hurriedly rushed from the room, not even stopping to get her 
change from the bill that she laid upon the cashier’s desk. 

It was a week later before Evelyn pushed aside her pride 
enough to tell Bob about the scene at the tea room, and her deter- 
mination to stop writing poems. 
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They were sitting before the open fire in the elaborate home 
of the late John Dillard. The drawing room was softly lighted 
by a lamp of old-fashioned design, with crystal pendants. The 
tick of the grandfather clock dripped sonorously in the quiet 
stillness of the room. There were lighted candles in the silver 
wall sconces, and candles and a bowl of roses on the long, nar- 
row table. 

“But, Evelyn dear, why should you sacrifice your great talent 
just because they can’t appreciate your gift? Just think of 
the millions of people who read and enjoy your lovely poems,” 
consoled Bob. 

“No, Bob, I’m determined. Perhaps they were right — any- 
way, I shall not bore you by sending my poems to you to criti- 
cise.” 

Bore him ! How could such a lovely creature bore him ? 
And how could women be so cruel and meddlesome? Yes, he 
admitted her poems were rather romantic and light, but they 
were so like her. Yes, he loved every one of them! 

He looked at Evelyn. She was standing tall and lovely and 
quite at ease before the fire. She had vivid beauty, rather 
than prettiness. Her skin had an exquisite tint like antique 
ivory which shaded into faint rose on her slightly prominent 
cheek bones. Her eyes were a deep violet blue with a double 
set of lashes, so long and dense black that they seemed less a 
ciliary fringe than a solid, impalpable substance like the wings 
of a butterfly. An impulse of affectionate pity caused him to 
go over and put his arm around her shoulders. 

“By the way, I read a good editorial today from a new writer 
— a Miss Drallid. It certainly has some strong statistics in- 
volved. I hope she writes some more, for a few people cer- 
tainly need some of her logical views. But let’s forget business, 
dear. Cast your eyes on that gorgeous new moon. Do you 
realize that by the time it shows its face like this again you 
will be my adorable little wife?” 

Together they went to the glass doors which opened upon a 
deep porch with great white columns. The moon was just com- 
ing up, casting pale enchantment over the wide, close-clipped 
lawn and making the woods beyond seem more black. 
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The next morning Robert sat in his office alone, calmly 
smoking his cigar and smiling broadly as he, for the sixth time, 
glanced approvingly over the opened letters that ran : “Enjoyed 
Miss Drallid’s work,” “Miss Drallid is a great success,” 
“Please have another editorial by Nyleve Drallid in March 
issue.” 

Robert put his feet on his much-littered desk, swayed back in 
his chair; removed his cigar, and taking the telephone in his 
hand called Evelyn’s number. 

“Yes?” came the reply from Evelyn. 

“Evelyn, I have some good news! I spoke the other night 
of the success of Nyleve Drallid, and now she has proved more 
than a success! I have received letters from some of the best 
critics and they join me when I say she is fine. Why, our pa- 
per has received more than two hundred new subscriptions, 
some from places over six hundred miles away, just due to her 
editorials.” 

“I’m so glad,” rejoiced Evelyn. 

“Yes, and what’s more, I have fixed it so you shall meet her.” 

“What!” ejaculated Evelyn. 

“Yes, isn’t it grand? I wrote her a letter enclosing her 
check and asking for an interview with her/” Robert continued. 

“But what has that to do with me ? Of course, I’m inter- 
ested in your affairs, but I had rather not mix in your inter- 
views,” replied Evelyn in a puzzled tone. 

“Of course, you’ll meet her! I told her I wanted her to 
meet my fiancee. Just think, dear, she is going to be one of 
our greatest writers. She is to come to my office here Friday at 
three o’clock, announced Bob proudly. 

“Really, Bob, I see no necessity in my meeting her,” ended 
Evelyn. 

“But won’t you for my sake, dear ?” A note of wistfulness, 
of almost pleading, crept into his voice. 

“I’m sorry, Bob, but I have an engagement at three;” but 
she had an extraordinary sparkle in her eyes as she hung up 
the receiver. 

Friday at three, Bob stopped pacing the floor when he heard 
Pat’s cheerful call. lie rushed to the hat tree and scanned his 
image for the hundredth time in the long, narrow mirror. Turn- 
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ing about, he was confronted by a young lady about twenty- 
two years old. He looked at her in her simple, beautiful tai- 
lored frock of beige cloth, at the chic small hat and fur, the 
smooth, even curve of her dark hair, at her perfectly fitting 
shoes and gloves and veil. 

His greeting was checked ; his honest blue eyes widened in 
astonishment. 

“Evelyn !” he exclaimed. 

“Ho, not Evelyn. Guess again !” Her mouth relaxed in 
its frank, wide smile. 

“By George ! It was riice of you to come !” 

“I said ‘Ho, not Evelyn. Guess again V ” 

He did not notice the wicked twinkle in her eyes. 

“Of course, the future Mrs. Gaines, 1 ” said Robert, taking her 
in his arms. 

“But for the present,” Evelyn said slowly, “Hyleve Drallid.” 
“What?” 

“Yes, my lord and master, if you spell Evelyn Dillard back- 
wards, you have Hyleve Drallid. Try it.” 
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©It $Jpslrtj~AmtP 

Isabella Harris (’26). 

There came a lass to Wesleyan — 

A bonny village lass . 

The tear drops from her lashes ran; 

“ Alas ” she sighed , “Alas” 

Her freshman year she, weeping, vowed 
She'd never like “that place ” 

Those teachers made her work too hard; 
She couldn't stand the pace. 

Her next year found her reconciled 
Through lessons long to roam; 

She wiped her eyes and bravely smiled — 
E'en called “that place ” her home. 

Her junior year ivas one amount 
Of work and play as well. 

She learned to make each minute count 
And every hour tell . 

Her last year brought her full success — 
Abundant life began; 

Her manner, charm and graciousness 
She gained at Wesleyan. 

There went a lass from Wesleyan 
When four full years did pass — 

The tear drops from her lashes ran — 

" Alas she sighed;' “Alas.” 
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#11510 Hraulutum 

Clara Richards (’ 26 '). 

It was a cold January afternoon. The streets, the walks, 
and the lawns of the little college town were covered with a 
thick sheet of ice ; every housetop looked as if it were overlaid 
with, glass, and every tree was bowed! down with its burden of 
sleet. 

The college girls, thankful for radiators to “hug,” were in 
their respective rooms. It seemed that their usually high spir- 
its were now dampened by the gloom outside. 

But one of the girls, Susie Cuts, was not at all depressed by 
the weather, nor by Pug’s grumblings, though Pug was very 
much upset. She was not troubled by the short story that she 
had to hand in to the English teacher the next day, nor by the 
ten pages of French which she had to read ; for Pug never wor- 
ried about such as that. Xo, the real cause of her perturbation 
— though Pug had never used such a word in all her life — 
was the faithlessness of mankind. She had received a letter 
that morning, the contents of which were unsatisfactory, and 
she was now pouring forth her indignation in stout words. 

“Pm through with men forever. I hate the pesky things!” 
she was saying. 

“Oh, shut up, Pug; I’ve heard that before,” was the reply 
she received. But she failed to obey orders, and kept right on. 

“No, not just as I am saying it now. I have tried three 
dozen of them, and they are all the same. Roy’s nothing but a 
great big humbug; that’s all he is! And right this minute, 
I’ve finished telling him so in black and white. Believe me, 
lie’ir know where this child stands! I’m going to the office to 
mail it now. With this letter all my romances end. Hence- 
forth, I’m matter-of-fact Pug.” 

“Pug Prince, listen to me. You’re a silly goose to go out in 
weather like this. Besides, now mark what I tell you. It 
will not be two days ’til we hear you raving about somebody’s 
soulful eyes or Gibson chin. Oh, I know you.” 

“Susie Cuts, it’s all over ; you can tag me with a love placard 
ten feet wide when you see me frivolous again. I’m d-o-n-e, 
done. Do you get me? Done!” 
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Pug rushed out. She managed in some strange way to keep 
from falling while descending the slippery steps of the college 
dormitory. But in her excitement, she slid half off the walk 
and fairly 1 tumbled down the steps that led into the street. At 
that moment a young man was hurrying past with his head half- 
hidden, half-buried in the up-turned collar of his coat, and his 
eyes riveted on the slippery sidewalk. He heard a stifled 
“Oli-h,” glimpsed a fuzzy red tam, a green coat, and a plaid 
skirt slipping, sliding, dashing down the steps. The next mo- 
ment he saw a galaxy of stars as a violent bump seated him 
upon the icy pavement. 

“Whew 1 Well, I'll be—” 

“Hush!” said Pug. 

The young man and the much disheveled girl stared into each 
other’s eyes for — well, Pug said afterwards, “for ages.” 

“Er-r-well, get up,” said Pug. 

“A good idea,” said the other and promptly acted upon the 
suggestion. ITe then stood staring at Pug, who sat rubbing her 
ankle. 

“Pardon me. I-I-aw-I knocked against you, I mean, I 
slipped, I — ” 

The young man spoke, and when he spoke he smiled. 

“Well, yes, you knocked against me, I believe. But do you 
intend to sit there all day?” 

“It is a little chilly here, but I — I’m afraid. Well, how can 
I stand on a sprained ankle?” 

Immediately two strong masculine arms lifted her to her 
feet. She tried to w r alk alone, but she staggered on account of 
the pain. lie, therefore, silently helped her back to the dormi- 
tory. 

Pug declared afterwards that she never knew exactly how 
she was aided in her return to the college; the girls declared 
slid missed the best part, especially as she did not see the smile 
on the young man’s face as he picked up the very letter that 
she had gone to mail and read her name on the back. 

The next day Pug was unable to leave her room. She was 
astonished to receive a large bouquet of carnations. On one 
side of the card was engraved: “Win. P. Warton, 1115 Cedar 
Avenue.” On the other side was written, “If you are the girl 
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who knocked against me, drop me a line to let mo know if you 
forgive me for being so much afraid of falling myself that I 
could not see a lovely girl tumbling down the steps in time to 
save her from a sprained ankle and hard bumps.” 

J ust then Susie burst into the room. “Where did the flowers 
come from ?” she asked. 

“Well, you know the young man who helped me up when I 
fell. Of course, I’m through with men, but I’ll have to write 
and thank him — and, anyway, he has wonderful eyes.” 

The door slammed and Susie was gone. 

“Why the hurry?” Pug called after her. 

Susie yelled back: “I’m gone to get a love placard ten 
feet wide !” 


(Srnrgta 

Rossie Andrews (’26) . 

If you , 0 Georgian, were to seek 
A better place than Georgia land, 

And search from plain to mountain peak. 
You'd come right back where you began . 

No matter where you'd wander to, 

The memories would haunt you still 
To see another time that view — 

A Georgia stream and red old hill . 

Then , too, you'd want to see again 
The cotton and stately pine — 

The broad, low fields of waving cane , 

And mellow moon of summer time . 
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iEftitortals 

THE VERDICT OF THE YEARS. 

Isabella Harris (’26). 

In a quiet home at AVashington sits one of the most gigantic 
men of his times, waiting for the years to bring a rightful ver- 
dict on his actions. Time was when the larger nations of the 
earth loudly heralded Woodrow Wilson as their leader and the 
smaller nations acclaimed him as their savior. But four years 
ago he sailed home from across the waters bearing in his hands 
the League of Nations. He bore it proudly, yet fearfully, for 
it was not only a product of the mightiest intellects of the 
world, not only a Macedonian invitation of a suffering Europe 
to America; it was the expression of the faith of mankind that 
nations would not break a peace bought at the cost of so much 
bloodshed. 

With splendid ardor Wilson set forth to his people the League 
of Nations. He plead for it as the embodiment of the princi- 
ples of faith, hope, and love in the government of nations. 
Although he was pleading in those terms, he was defeated. 
Partisanship so triumphed over patriotism that the United 
States Senate rejected the League, repudiated Wilson, and al- 
most totally isolated our country from the rest of the world. 

Each succeeding year since the Senate’s rejection of the 
League has led us to a more poignant realization of the fact that 
our isolation has injured our social, political, and economic rela- 
tions with Europe. 

From a social standpoint, we are severed from Europe. Said 
Lord Robert Cecil in the House of Commons, “We desire 
American co-operation and American leadership, but if the 
United States decides not to share in this great international 
effort, we must go on without her.” During the days of Wil- 
son, Europe eagerly asked our advice. During the present crisis 
France does not solicit our counsel. Instead, she prepares seven 
divisions of her army to invade Germany. If we have dropped 
Europe’s friendly hand, may we not expect to grasp her warring 
hand ( 
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From a political standpoint, we are estranged from Europe. 
France has threatened to seize German forests if that country 
refuses to meet the reparation demand. She wants German 
property in order to pay her debts to England. If 1 ranee uses 
force, she may destroy Germany’s ability to pay in the future. 
Although she may clash with our troops at Coblenz, we dare 
not remove them for fear of being misinterpreted. Thus is 
America intimately bound up in the politics of Europe. Ger- 
many is playing on America, the uncertain factor. Since we 
are out of the League, our position is very insecure. 

From an economic standpoint we are suffering with Europe. 
When American cotton goes unsold, English spinners are thrown 
out of work and European laborers starve. The Borah resolu- 
tion calling for a Washington conference to discuss the Euro- 
pean situation is proof positive that American prosperity is 
closely connected with European restoration. 

Should Europe survive the present crisis, she would meet 
another one more severe. “If affairs do not change,” declares 
H. G. Wells, “there will be another war within thirty years. 
“Civilization,” affirms Lloyd Goerge, “would never stand the 
shock.” 

Each year since she isolated herself has America come to a 
more complete recognition of her mistake. The years are slowly 
but rightfully bringing the verdict that Wilson was right. Amer- 
ica must accept the challenge of the time. She must assume her 
rightful place in the council halls of the world. 

MI LADY’S CROWNING GLORY. 

Margaret Zattau (’ 26 ). 

How did Eve wear her hair? Some authorities say she wore 
it hanging loose down her back. She seemed to have a monop- 
oly on the style of hair-dressing at the time, so we cannot doubt 
that that was the very latest thing, as well as the earliest. 

As she was joined by fellow female creatures who wished to 
look more beautiful than their predecessors, she found that the 
young vamps thought that to plait their hair around their heads 
and pin the plaits with thorns was the true way to win admira- 
tion. 
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The coronet style could not last always as changing environ- 
ment gave women varied thoughts and ideas, which resulted in 
the breaking away from general rules, and the trying of rival 
beauties to show something new. Egyptian women seemed to 
have acquired a very high degree of proficiency in hair-dressing, 
or at least the young flappers of today seem to think so. 

Practically no difference can be found between the ancient 
Egyptian style and the demure way in which the modern lass 
coils her tresses over her ears. Gone are the tangled puffs and 
smoothly marcelled lines. In the ingenuous, almost severe, sim- 
plicity of coiffure, the young features assume a saintly ex- 
pression, suggestive of Madonnas, or a modern St. Theresa. 
Surely Egyptian are the ornaments of the hair which are so 
much in vogue. Jeweled pins, silver and gold bands, diamond 
wreaths, and pretty beaded things, all go to show that Cleo- 
patra has influenced modern vamps. 

Then there is a more sensible phase of this new departure 
in hair-dress. With the use of these simple soils the hair can 
be arranged smoothly and is not broken off as it was during the 
epidemic of puffs. The late bobbed-haired girl can hide her 
still short locks under the modish wide bandeau. 

Flappers also realize that this crowning glory must have 
something beneath it, and for this reason they are educating 
what is often termed “brains,” but which is more commonly 
known as a vacuum. Thus by combining the charms of Cleo- 
patra with the wisdom of the old philosophers the modern girl 
deserves commendation. 


The Wesleyan 


139 


ICnrala 

Grace Woodward. 

Sum, je suis, yo soy, ich bin; and then the chorus, Zn plus 
H2S04 equals ZnS04 plus H2, et cetera, adfinitum. 

That is what one would have heard had she passed from door 
to door any night this month — and that isn’t quite all, there are 
several more verses which might be added, history, Bible, lit, 
philosophy, ethics, psychology, besides dozens of others and 
each crowding in to claim the time that had already neared the 
zero quantity. But that is only exams — ’nuff said for “we do 
pray for mercy.” 

The slate, grown motley by four months’ use, has been wiped 
clean and once more 449 have registered anew and started to 
work with a determination to make this a record-breaking 
spring term. 

* * * * 

The catalogue for January shows that no phase of the well- 
rounded college girl has been neglected. There are programs, 
religious, patriotic, educational, athletic, for aesthetic appre- 
ciation, and for amusement. 

To begin with, on January 8, Josef Hofman, the interna- 
tionally known pianist, gave the fourth number of the Master 
Artist series. Playing to a highly appreciative audience he 
was encored time after time. His masterful fingers increased 
with magic as the program advanced, reaching the climax with 
his interpretation of “Spanish Rhapsody.” 

* * # * 

Presented before an audience which almost made the walls 
of the chapel bulge, was the beautiful pageant, “The Cry of the 
World,” written and directed by Mrs. J. M. Glenn of Savannah. 

With its presentation, in which over three hundred persons 
took part, a history of missions was unfolded in tableau. From 
the time of Oglethorpe to the response of the Centennary ap- 
peal inaugurated in 1919, a resume of the past, a “graphic por- 
trayal of the present and a glorious glimpse of the future of 
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Georgia” was given as an incentive to spur Methodists to con- 
tinue their support of the movement. 

Misses Mildred Shelton and Aline Corry took two of the lead- 
ing parts, characterizing the church and Georgia. 

* * * * 

Dr. C. L. Goodell, secretary of the Federal Council of 
Churches of Christ, in his talk on the Modern American Girl, 
struck a note which made for him a place in the heart of each 
Wesleyan girl when he declared his faith in the young woman- 
hood of today. Coming from a mind so great, and a heart so un- 
derstanding, it brought comfort to the ears of that kind which 
is so used to seeing its frailties cartooned and pictured, ridi- 
culed and scorned. 

* * * * 

Count Ilya Tolstoy, son of the noted author, philosopher and 
teacher, pictured graphically the conditions of Russia, his na- 
tive land, in an address given under the auspices of the Jewish 
Women’s Council at chapel. 

Count Tolstoy brought to his hearers first-hand knowledge of 
crime, disgrace, and degradation of humanity as exist in Rus- 
sia today which he concluded were the outgrowth of five years 
of war. 

“The revolution,” he declared, “born out of the mouths of 
cannons and fumes of poisonous gases is the cause of this situa- 
tion and the child of war can be but evil to evil and violence 
to violence. The revolution in Russia, unlike the French revo- 
lution, is a struggle for equality only, leaving out liberty and 
fraternity, the elements of civilized nations.” 

lie described the chaos of Russian civilization. “It,” he said, 
“is agitated by the lowest classes, peasants — persons who have 
lost their traditions and precedents and have gained no educa- 
tion in its place, and by soldiers who have deserted the regular 
army.” 

The Count, in speaking of his father, said, “As a philosopher 
and teacher, my father is much greater than as a novelist. Dur- 
ing the period before fifty he was a novelist, but after that time 
he was a philosopher and thinker.” lie told how his father 
searched the literature of the world for understanding and 
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finally returning to his own and found God in the simple Rus- 
sian peasant’s belief. 

* * * * 

January 19, the birthday of General Robert E. Lee, was 
celebrated by a short, patriotic program at the chapel hour. 

Dr. Walter Anthony gave a short address and biblographic 
sketch of the life of General Lee, in which he exhorted his hear- 
ers to live up to the ideal set up by the Southern forefathers. 

Members of the Wesleyan Glee Club sang several Southern 
melodies and folk-songs. 

* * * * 

‘‘The Emory Glee Club lived up to and quite surpassed its 
old records, because as a club, it represents today an assem- 
blage of splendid voices which have outgrown the adolescent 
period of glee clubdom. No longer is the club a two-or-three- 
man show with many earmarks of the ‘talented young’ attached ; 
but rather, there are voices which come as one throughout every 
number, bearing eloquent tribute to the personnel of the club 
and especially to Dr. Dewey, the director. Besides the songs, 
chat and the colorful Wooden Soldier march from the popular 
Chauve-Souris, there was the ever delightful hit from Sheri- 
dan’s Rivals at the close, enough of the chuckling over the mon- 
strous old bluff, Sir Anthony, and the old faker, Ifrs. Malaprop, 
whose lines never fail to register for a direct hit.” — Macon 
Telegraph . 

* * * 

The opening chapel talk of the semester was conducted by 
Rev. Walter Anthony, pastor of Mulberry Street Church. Dr. 
Anthony, taking his text from Philippians, spoke very fittingly 
on the subject of “I Press On.” lie diagnosed the case of every 
student when he said that “the finest answer we can give to our 
failures, blunderings, criticisms, and misunderstandings is to 
be busy about our appointed duties.” 

* * * * 

The return of Rev. G. E. Rosser from Northwestern Univer- 
sity, where he has been studying, was a happy occasion for his 
“five hundred children,” who welcomed him. Mr. Rosser 
brought back with him a B. D. degree. 
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By the time this appears in print, Wesleyan will have wel- 
comed another of her professors who has been on leave of ab- 
sence. 

Dr. Green has been studying at Harvard for the Ph.D. de- 
gree for the past few months. Through Dr. Quillian, an- 
nouncement has been made of his successful examination. He 
is expected to arrive at Wesleyan about February 15 and he, 
with his family, will occupy the apartments made vacant by Dr. 

Quillian, who has moved to College Place. 

* * * * 

From the basket-ball teams of the four classes, the six best 
players have been selected as varsity or all-college team. They 
are: 

Forwards, Floy Cook, senior, and Mamie Harmon, fresh- 
man; guards, Mary Thomas Maxwell, junior, and Elizabeth 
Winn, sophomore; center, Ruby Tanner, sophomore; side cen- 
ter, Louise Stubbs, freshman. 

The varsity squad is made up of the varsity team and the 
following: Center, Marion Moore, freshman; side center, Sa- 
rah Higdon, senior; forwards, Clara Richards, freshman, Mil- 
dred Baird, senior, and Maurine Munro, junior; guards, Mil- 
dred Boulton, senior, Grace Woodward, junior. 

Those on the Varsity team are winners of white sweaters, the 
varsity squad won W’s. 

The final game of the season, to be played between the fresh- 
man and senior teams, is booked for an early date, the win- 
ning team, as champions of the college, win WC’s. 
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“Not by might , nor by power, but by my spirit , saith the 
Lord of Hosts.” 


“What have we been doing?” 

At an open meeting of the Y. W. C. A. cabinet Tuesday 
evening, January 23, Wesleyan students took a panoramic 
view of what the association has accomplished during the year 
and realized more than ever the far-reaching good that has re- 
sulted. 

Following the reading of the purpose of the association by 
Miss Mildred Shelton, reports from the various departments 
were given. 

A report of especial interest was that of Miss Mamie Louise 
Rogers, chairman of the off-campus Social Service committee, 
who told of the work w T itli the Girl Reserves. In this work 
girls of high school age are taught the right way to play and 
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work by attractive and entertaining programs, parties, and 
hikes, which are supervised by members of the committee and 
by directors from the city Y. W. C. A. The committee from 
the college association is organized into five corps, which go out 
to the various schools of the city one afternoon every week and 
supervise the programs. Each program is very entertaining 
and at the same time helpful. Social meetings are alternated 
with business meetings. Among those who take part in the 
carrying on of this work are: Misses Olive Quillian, Mildred 
Rogers, Mabel Campbell, Frances Wootten, Elizabeth McRae, 
Ellen Hinton, Elizabeth Foy and Martha Brooks. 

An equally interesting report was that of the Social Service 
department, in which Miss Ruth Field summarized the vast 
amount of good accomplished among the children of the Vine- 
ville Methodist Orphanage, the ladies of the Old Ladies’ Home 
and the servants on the campus. 

That one hundred and fifty attractive posters have appeared 
on the bulletin boards is due to the work of the Publicity 
Committee, of which Miss Grace Woodward is chairman. 

Wesleyan will be well represented at the Y. W. C. A. con- 
ference at Blue Ridge, N. C., next spring if the plans of the 
Tea Room committee are carried out. In a report of the finan- 
cial status of the Tea Room, Miss Mildred Boulton stated that 
proceeds are to be used not only to aid the Y. W. C. A. in carry- 
ing on its work but also in sending delegates to Blue Ridge. 

* * * * 

Southern colleges have gained a prominent place in the ac- 
tivities of the Student Y. W. C. A. At a meeting of the Exec- 
utive Committee of the Student Department of the Y. W. C. A., 
held at Madison, Wisconsin, in December, the Southern division 
was represented by Miss Fannie Belle Outler, who, in a recent 
report on the meeting, stated that the standing of Southern col- 
leges was one of which one might well be proud. 

Miss Outler, besides being a member of the National Execu- 
tive Committee of the Student. Y. W. C. A., has recently been 
appointed traveling secretary of the Student Volunteer move- 
ment. 
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The annual conference of the Georgia Student Volunteer 
movement will be held at Brenau College, February 9-11. Ap- 
proximately three hundred students will attend the conference. 

Wesleyan will be represented by a large delegation. 

* * * * 

Miss Virginia Pritchard, traveling secretary of the Student 
Volunteer movement, will visit Wesleyan February 5. 

Miss Otie Brans Jeter, traveling secretary for the Woman’s 
Council of the Southern Methodist church, was the guest of the 
Student Volunteer band January 25. 
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Ahtmttar Notes 

Margaret Richards,, Editor. 

As ye Alumnae Ed. breathed a deep sigh of relief and scrib- 
bled her last weary scratch on the “exam.” pad, she joyously 
planned one day free from all toil and care and labor. No 
sooner planned than there came the grim realization that an- 
other Wesleyan was soon to “bust” into print and no Alumnae 
notes available. Then she began to wonder if her big sisters 
scattered all over the world ever paused to remember how they 
suffered through examinations, how they thrilled over holidays, 
and how many times they burned the midnight oil over prob- 
lems of great depth. Then she began to think of how many 
great things have been accomplished by Wesleyan women, how 
many communities have been benefited by their services. In 
this issue there is published only a few of the accomplishments 
of members of the Alumnae Association, and if it were not for 
the fact that modesty forbade, there would probably be many 
others, but it is only by chance, or by employing Sherlock 
Holmes methods, that the department is able to secure import- 
ant items. Any information concerning the work being done 
by Wesleyan graduates will be greatly appreciated. 

* * * * 

In one Georgia town particularly, the first citizen is a Wes- 
leyan graduate. Mrs. Alice Bussey has been untiring in her 
work to upbuild and improve the city of Cuthbert. It was 
through her efforts that the public library was secured for the 
town. Mrs. Bussey is not only a leader in civic affairs, but her 
work in church has been invaluable. She was the first woman 
steward appointed in the church ten years before laity rights 
were granted. 

* * * * 

Stepping from the place of a Wesleyan student into position 
of teacher in the primary department of the Mulberry Street 
Sunday school, Miss Ruth Beeland, a graduate of the class 
of 1915, has steadily risen in her work. She is now superin- 
tendent of all the elementary Sunday school departments in 
Macon, as well as being superintendent of the primary de- 
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partment at Mulberry. Her splendid work should prove in- 
spiring to many of the students of today, and show them the 
opportunity for doing a similar work in their own home town. 

* * * * 

As Georgia is proud of her “grand old lady” who was ap- 
pointed as the first woman senator of the United States, so 
Wesleyan is proud of Mrs. Willie Snow Etheridge, who has 
won distinction by her contributions to the leading magazines 
of today. Her interview with “The Lady from Georgia,” 
which was published in the January number of the Good House- 
keeping magazine, has attracted much favorable comment. Mrs. 
Etheridge has promised that no matter how famous she gets, she 
will never forget the journalism department at her Alma Mater, 
where she learned the “fine art of writing.” 

* * * * 

Forming an Alumnae Association all their own are the grad- 
uates of the class of 1920 who live in Macon. As yet the offi- 
cers, name, aim, etc., of this organization seem to be the “dark 
horse,” but meetings are very informal and are held twice a 
month. The socials promise to be very interesting as five mem- 
bers are married and five are not. The first meeting was held 
at the home of Miss Katrina Bush. The members are Miss 
Katrina Bush, Miss Laura Garden, Miss Beulah Smith, Miss 
Bertha Reynolds, Miss Hattie Tracy King, Mrs. Pink Person 
(Ruth Benton), Mrs. E. W. Butler (Mary Melson), Mrs. Mark 
Etheridge (Willie Snow), Mrs. Leon P. Smith, Jr. (Dorothy 
Ware), Mrs. Grover Jones (Florence Trimble). 

At the next meeting Miss Ida Mallory Cobb, from Kashville, 
Tenn., will be the honor guest. 

* * * * 

The class of 1919 has the honor of claiming the newest bride 
of the Alumnae Association. Miss Hazel Schofield was mar- 
ried to Mr. George Lumpkin, January 10, at the home of the 
bride’s parents on Vineville avenue, Rev. Osgood F. Cook per- 
forming the ceremony. 

Mr. Lumpkin is connected with the Bibb Manufacturing 
Company, having been with this company for several years. 
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After an extended trip through Florida, the young couple 
will make their home with the bride’s parents, 101 Vineville 
Avenue. 

Among the members of the class of 1919 who are teaching 
are: Miss Sarah Dosia Bowden, lyceum work, Thomaston, 

Ga. ; Miss Irene Brinson, Bible and history, Andrew College, 
Cuthbert, Ga. (Miss Brinson is working toward a master’s 
degree at Columbia University) ; Miss Gladys Butner, Powder 
Springs, Ga. ; Miss Clara Carter, principal of the high school 
at Marshalville, Ga. ; Miss Emma Lucile Fincher, English, 
Park Place school, Chattanooga, Tenn. ; Miss Annie Lois Green, 
science, Lenoir, Ga. ; Miss Lucile Ilain, history, Conyers, Ga. ; 
Miss Rosaline Jenkins, Central Junior High School, Hunting- 
ton, W. Va. ; Miss Edith Johnson, Atlanta, Ga. ; Miss Josebel 
Johnson, McPliaul Institute, Sylvester, Ga. ; Miss Mary Paine, 
English, Covington, Ga. ; Miss Sarah Mobley, French and his- 
tory, Statesboro, Ga. ; Miss Xannie Kate Shields, English and 
French, Tifton, Ga. ; Miss Sallie Pearl Smith, piano, South 
Georgia State Normal College, Valdosta, Ga.; Miss Paula 
Snelling, mathematics, Athens, Ga. ; Miss Mary Katherine 
Thomas, Latin, Andrew College, Cuthbert, Ga. ; Miss Mae 
Sweet, English, Lanier High School, Macon, Ga. ; Miss Mar- 
jorie White, English, Daytona, Fla. 

Miss Mary Cook Atkinson, who obtained a B.S. degree from 
Wesleyan, received an M.S. degree from Emory L^niversity in 
1922. She has been elected fellowship student, Bryn Mawr, 
Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

***** 

Among the recent visitors, the following were members of the 
Alumnae Association: Miss Irene Brinson, visiting Miss Ray 
Ballard; Miss Grace Parker, who visited her sister, Blanche; 
Miss Lucile Burnett, who was the guest of Miss Julia Pryor. 
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ferlrattg? Srpartmntt 

Mildred Shelton, Editor . 

‘‘The Lawyer’s Number is a well-rounded number of The 
Emory Phoenix, containing several splendid short poems and 
stories. The editorials and articles are interesting and make 
the issue representative of The Phoenix , which speaks well for 
it. The ultra sentimentality of “The Heart of a Butterfly’ 
detracts from the good plot, and lack of unity prevents it from 
being an attractive local color story. “Three Pictures” is well 
worth mentioning since it is a poem worthy of notice anywhere 
and contributes to the merit of the magazine. 

“The Aurora ” for January is a good magazine. The articles, 
including several familiar essays, make this issue distinctive. 
One of the best short stories this department has reviewed in 
any college publication is “The Lace Jacket.” It is not only 
well written, it is well balanced and thoroughly clever. The 
introduction of “Cousin Edna” in “The Loving Cup” detracts 
from an attractive story. “Firelight” is a splendid child story, 
and “Borrowing Mamie” is decidedly amusing. “Long 
Home” is a good poem. The make-up of the whole magazine 
is excellent. 

We acknowledge: “ The Wofford Journal,” “ The Messen- 
ger,” “Kentucky Wesleyan,” “lied and Black,” “Technician,” 
“Technique” and “ Tennessee College Magazine.” 
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(Eatrit-All 

Dorothy Hightower, Editor . 

I remember, I remember, 

That awful dream one night. 

I thought I met a sophomore, 

And oh, how we did fight! 

I beat her and I lammed her, 

And then I knocked her down. 

I tore her hair ? I clawed her eyes, 

And kicked her all around. 

About the time I got her killed 
I jumped straight up in bed, 

And found that I had had a dream — 

The soph’more wasn’t dead. 

— Anon. 

* * * * 

Mary: “I’ve got to go to town the day after exams.” 
Susie : “Why ?” 

Mary: “I’ve got to have my eyes medropulated.” 

* * * * 

First Girl : “What is the matter with the present day mar- 
riage ?” 

Second Girl : “The best man does not get the bride.” 

* * * * 

Every day in every way freshmen get wiser and wiser. 

* * * * 

Mr. McKellar to his Latin class: “It pleases me to see your 
bright and shiny faces this morning.” 

Immediately the girls took out their powder puffs and began 
to powder their noses. 

* * * * 

Miss Rogers came in to breakfast after the maid had brought 
in the post toasties and oranges. One of the girls said, “Miss 
Rogers, which will you have for breakfast this morning, an 
orange or some post toasties ?” 

Miss Rogers: “I will take two.” 
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Fresh (just waking up) : “Why, it’s been raining all night.” 
Soph : “Yes, it most stormed all night.” 

Fresh: “Well, why didn’t you wake me up? You know I 
can’t sleep when it is raining.” 

* * * * 

THE BATTLE. 

Rosy dawn is leading her army against the night, 

Her battle cry resounding puts gentle sleep to flight. 

The ranks of the night fall back within her walls; 

There to make a last attack before her staunch fort falls. 
The battle rages fierce and strong; 

But still is heard no victory song. 

At last the walls of night fall down, 

And Dawn her victory doth sound. 

A distant bell is ringing sad, 

In memory of the night. 

Deep pity fills my heart for her 
Because of her sudden flight. 

But now comes to me Reality, 

And says that all’s not well: 

“Arise, begone, thou lazy one, 

For that’s the fifteen minute bell.” 

— G. M., ’ 26 . 

* * * * 

Fierce lessons 
Late hours 
Unexpected tests 
Kicked out. 

* * * * 

F. M. : “After this year you will get your Ph.D., I suppose.” 
W. R. : “Xo, I’ll get my J. 0. B.” 

* * * * 

Airs. Smith: “Girls, don’t forget to come at 4:45.” 

E. X.: “Oh, I thought you said quarter to five.” 

* * * * 

First Fresh: “Don’t the basket-ball girls ever wash their 
suits ?” 

Second Fresh: “Why, certainly; what do you think the 

scrub team is for?” 
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Mr. Hinton : “Before I begin talking there are several things 
that I want to say.” 

* * * * 

M. S. : “What course do you expect to graduate in ?” 

NT. C. P. : “The course of time.” 

* * * * 

TIIE KNEADFULS. 

To bo college bred means a four year leaf, requiring a great 
deal of dough as well as plenty of crust. 

* * * * 

M. B. : “He calls me ‘Revenge’ and I call him ‘Ven- 
geance.’ ” 

L. Q.: “Why?” 

M. B. : “Because revenge is sweet and Vengeance is mine.” 

* * * * 

The time I’ve spent in cramming 
For times of sad “examing” 

Have been in vain, 

For everything 

Has left that I’ve been jamming. 

Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 

I scorned the lessons taught me ; 

Each year the same 
I’ve been to blame — 

And failure’s all it’s brought me. 

i 

4 

And is this folly ceasing, 

And cramming times decreasing? 

Do I burn less in toil — 

The midnight oil; 

All fear of flunks releasing? 

“No! Vain alas the endeavor” 

From habits sad to sever. 

I poke and cram 
For each exam., 

Today as bad as ever. 


The Wesleyan 


153 


Girls discussing orchestra: “Oh, Mildred, what are you 
going to play?” 

M. S. : “Me? I’m going to blow my own horn.” 

* * * * 

First Girl : “What kind of example do you have when you 
use p. and q. ?” 

Second Girl: “Well, a peculiar one, I guess.” 
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And This Year You Will Find the Most Attractive Selection 
of CHRISTMAS GREETING CARDS Ever Displayed 
by Any One House in the South. 

You Are Cordially Invited to Do Your Shopping Here. 

THE J. W. BURKE COMPANY, Stationers 

406 Cherry Street, MACON, GA. 


J. P. ALLEN & CO. 

WOMEN’S AND MISSES’ OUTFITTERS 
READY-TO-WEAR GARMENTS, MILLINERY AND 
SHOES 

The Largest Exclusive Dealers in Women’s and Misses’ 
Apparel in the South. You see the new 
styles first at Allen’s 


J. P. ALLEN & CO. 


Cherry St. at Broadway 


MACON, GA. 


v «> 




DAVIS BEAUTY SHOP 

We cater especially to Wesleyan Girls. 

SHAMPOOS, CURLS, MANICURES, HAIR BOBBING, 
FACIAL AND SCALP TREATMENTS 

New and very complete equipment and a corps of com- 
petent and efficient operators 

We sell only such cosmetics as we know from practical 
experience to be articles of merit. A large, select line of 
fancy combs, barrettes, beads, ear rings, vanity cases, per- 
fumes, novelties and first quality hair. 


DAVIS BEAUTY 

Ground Floor 
BIBB BLDG. PHONE 3711 


SHOP 


CHERRY ST. 




SAY IT WITH FLOWERS 
from 

I NUTTING FLORAL CO. 

Macon’s Leading Florists 

414-2nd St. Phone 1776 
Night Phone 3654-J 


The style as pictured and 
many others can be had at 
prices from 

$4.00 to $8.00 

(none higher) 

ROYAL SHOE STORE 

608 Cherry St. 

“Where Good Shoes Are 
Sold For Less” 


MACON’S LEADING THEATERS 

THE RIALTO 
THE CAPITOL 
THE PALACE 

WHERE WESLEYAN GIRLS SPEND THEIR LEISURE 


C. H. BATEMAN COMPANY 

(Incorporated) 



COMMISSION MERCHANTS 

“The House of Quality.” 

451 FIFTH STREET 
MACON, GEORGIA 


. 

Macon Paper Company • 


Chero-Cola 


THERE'S NONE SO GOOD 


VISITORS 

ALWAYS 

WELCOME 

AT OUR PLANT 

618-20 Broadway 

MACON CHERO - COLA 
BOTTLING CO. 


PAPER, PAPER BAGS, 
BOXES, TWINES. 
Stationery and School 
Supplies. 

357 OAK STREET 


Macon, 


; 

: 

. 


Georgia : 


Stewart Oil Company 

“TWO FILLING STATIONS” 

Corner 

Third and Mulberry Streets 
Phones 4116-4117 


Corner 

First and Cherry Streets 


Phones 206-207 


GasoPne Oil and Greases. 
Firestone Tires and Tubes. 

QUICK TIRE SERVICE 


A. S. HATCHER CO. 

AUTOMOTIVE 

EQUIPMENT, 

BICYCLES 


Merritt Hardware Co. 

WHOLESALE and RETAIL 

One Block from Terminal 
Station. 

Office Phone 736 
Store Phones 101-2876 








KINNETT-ODOM 

3T 


VELVET ICE CREAM 


: 


* 


“THE CREAM OF QUALITY” 


ICE CREAM, SHERBETS, MOUSSES 
FANCY CENTER BRICKS 
INDIVIDUAL FORMS 


SPECIAL ATTENTION TO COLLEGE ORDERS 


Phone 3 6 2 




* ~ TVVVVVVVVVV " VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV " 

RIES & ARMSTRONG, Inc. 

JEWELERS 

RELIABLE GOODS ONLY 
315 THIRD STREET 


PHONE 836 


MACON, GA. 


PEARSONS-TAFT COMPANY 

The Oldest and Largest Farm Loan Company in U. S. 
L. A. McLEAN, Southern Manager 

Georgia Casualty Building 

MACON, GEORGIA 


A. G. RHODES & SON 


COMPLETE HOUSE FURNISHERS 


616 Cherry Street 


Phone 694 


EVERYTHING FOR THE HOME 


Where You 
Always Buy 
Right — No 
Matter How 
You Buy 


TERMS 

TO 

SUIT 

YOUR 

CONVENIENCE 


* 

. 


Where You 
Always Buy 
Right — No 
Matter What 
You Buy 


* 

. 

: 

• 

: 

: 

: 


* 

Juanita 

FLOUR I 

<^> 

• 

A 

& 

HOW DO YOU PRONOUNCE IT? 


WE PRONOUNCE IT THE BEST 
PLAIN FLOUR IN AMERICA. 


DISTRIBUTED BY 


Cox & Chappell Co. 

WHOLESALE GROCERS 
MACON, GA. 


. 


i FLAKE WHITE 
: COMPOUND 


DIAMOND CRYSTAL 
SALT 






D. A. Warlick & Son 
COLLEGE WORK 

A SPECIALTY 

117 Cotton Avenue 
Phone 767 


Roughton — Halliburton • 

WHOLESALE 

Fruits and Produce 

Y 

Phone 307 
MACON, GEORGIA 


THE MACON DAILY TELEGRAPH 


Wesleyan's Newspaper 


: 

: 

: 


READ THE WESLEYAN LETTER EVERY SUNDAY 



FLOURNOY & KERNAGHAN 

JEWELERS FOR 

WESLEYAN 


• 

X 

y 

• 

I 


CHERRY STREET NEXT PERSONS 


“SAY IT WITH FLOWERS” 

IDLE HOUR FLOWERS FRESH-CUT DAILY FROM OUR 
OWN GREENHOUSES 

IDLE HOUR NURSERIES 


QUALITY 


109 Cotton Avenue 
SERVICE 


RELIABILITY 


COLLEGE HILL PHARMACY 


IS 

“WESLEYAN'S PHARM” 

CARRIES 
FOR 

Wesleyan Girls 


GOOD EATS 


GOOD SWEETS 


Proprietors : 

Richard B. Wadley 
Helon L. Chichester 


Phones: 


3914 

3915 


<$><§><S><£><$xS><Sx$x$><§><$><s><$k§>^^ * 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


THE CITIZENS & SOUTHERN BANK 


<S> 

$ 


CHERRY AT THIRD 
MACON, GA. 


Capital and Surplus $4,500,000 


ROGERS 

* We invite you and your 
friends to patronize 

ROGERS’ STORES 

x where the lowest prices and 

& 

^ best quality prevail, and 

Satisfaction is a Certainty. 

13-STORES IN MACON-13 


EVERSHARP PENCILS and 
FOUNTAIN PENS 
EASTMAN KODAKS 

MACON OPTICAL CO. 

565 Cherry Street 

“The Biggest Little 

Optical Shop South” 


EXCLUSIVE WOMAN’S 
SHOE SHOP IN 
MACON 

Marks Shoe Company 


. 

I 


♦ 

X 


WESLEYAN GIRLS 1 


* 

: 


* 

: 




: FREEMAN & COMPANY 

Wholesale 
; PRODUCE AND FRUITS 


: 315 POPLAR STREET 


Phone 2506 


MACON, GEORGIA 


“We Turn a House Into a 
Home ” 

EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR 

Hoosier Kitchen Cabinets, 
Leonard Cleanable Re- 
frigerators and Florence 
Automatic Oil Cook Stoves 

GILBERT - McGRIFF 
FURNITURE COMPANY 

Cor. Cotton Ave. and Cherry St. 
Phone 494. 


BURDEN, SMITH & COMPANY 

THIRD AND CHERRY STREETS 

Ready-to-Wear for College Girls 

NOVELTIES IN 

HIGH-GRADE SHOES 
ARTISTIC MILLINERY 

CORSETS, GLOVES, HOSE AND NECKWEAR 

Pianos — Edison — Columbia 
Ukuleles, Violins and Guitars 

SMALL MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS AND SUPPLIES 

Popular Sheet Music Latest Records 


F* I A N O S 

VICTROLAS, VICTOR RECORDS, 
GIBSON MANDOLINS and GUITARS 

LATEST SHEET MUSIC 

WILLIAMS-GUTTENBERGER MUSIC COMPANY 

“The House that Furnishes Macon with Music" 

451 CHERRY STREET 


CHAS. A. HILBUN 

OPTOMETRIST 
and Manufacturing Optician 


Phone 575 


620 Cherry Street 


MACON, GA. 


I 


NOTHING SO 
DISTINGUISHES 

the smart woman as 
her choice of a hat. 

AND THOSE HERE 
ARE EXQUISITE 

Newman’s 

Millinery 

622 CHERRY 


THE 

HOTEL LANIER 

Welcomes 

WESLEYAN GIRLS 

and 

Their Families 
T. W. HOOKS, Prop. 


Out of Town Work Given 
Special Attention 

GOODYEAR SHOE SHOP 

EXPERT SHOE REPAIRING 

W. B. GOLDWASSEB, Prop. 
Phone 931 

572 Mulberry Street 
MACON, GA. 




Electric Dry Cleaning Co. 

Largest Dry Cleaning 
Plant in Middle Georgia 

WE DO EXCLUSIVE DRY 
CLEANING AND DYEING 
AND PLEATING 

Miss Elizabeth Comer is 
our Wesleyan representa- 
tive. Leave your order 
with her and she will give 
it personal attention. 

Electric Dry Cleaning Co. 

PHONE 4217 


GET YOUR 

Building Materials and 
Paints 

FROM 

WILLINGHAM 
Sash and Door Company 

457 THIRD STREET 
MACON, GEORGIA 


Howard Produce 
Co. 

346 POPLAR ST. 


Fancy Fruits and 
Vegetables 


Doctor 

GROVER C. JONES 

OSTEOPATH 

354 Second St. Phone 920 
Macon, Ga. 


S. L ORR COMPANY 

JEWELERS 

Hotel Dempsey Building 




W. A. DOODY CO. 

“The Style Center of Middle Georgia 
Where Styles Are Shown First” 

EXCLUSIVE READY-TO-WEAR 
EXCLUSIVE MILLINERY 

REDFERN AND WARNER CORSETS 

Piece Goods, Hosiery, Novelties, Gloves, Underwear, 
Shoes, Etc. 

WESLEYAN LADIES, WE INVITE YOU TO VISIT US. 

Rest Room — Third Floor 


CRITERION 

HOME OF 

FIRST NATIONAL PICTURES 


MAX LAZARUS 

Macon’s Reliable Jeweler and Diamond Merchant 


Fine Watches Repaired 

PRICES REASONABLE 

353-3rd STREET 


. 

. 

. 

• 

: 

: 


MACON, GA. | 

: 






Details 


♦ ♦ ♦.«•'*• < 


that either make or mar your 
College Annual, Magazine or 
Newspaper are sure to receive 
their just consideration at the 
hands of experts in our sepa- 
rate department devoted ex- 
clusively to publication work. 

All art work, engraving, printing 
and binding is done by finished 
craftsmen and supervised by 
men of long experience in the 
graphic arts. 


Foote &Davies-Webb& Vary Co. 

The College Publication House” 

ATLANTA 


» 

♦ 

<$> 

♦ 


♦ 






“BY OUR WORK 
WE ARE KNOWN” 



MURRAY PRINTING CO. 
Cor. Third and Poplar Sts. 
Phone 4491 


The Luther Williams 
Banking Company 

Open All Day — 9 A.M. to 6 P.M. 

<♦> 

4J/2% Interest Paid on £ 
Savings Accounts 


YOUR ACCOUNT WELCOMED 


Cor. Cotton Ave. and Cherry St. 


UNION DRY GOODS 


COMPANY 


Cherry Street 







THE VERY BEST IN LAUNDERING, DRY CLEANING 
AND DYEING 



CRESCENT LAUNDRY CO. 

“Always Reliable" 


Phones 16-17 


519 Second St. 


F. W. Reichert J. H. Starr 

Geo. B. Smith 

| 



Macon Electric Company 

(ytp \ 

WIRING, FIXTURES AND 

Lr \ 

SUPPLIES 

WALK OVER’S 

Everything for Radio 

> 

> 

> 

FOR 

WOMEN 

Phone 31 


367-9 Second Street 
MACON, GA. 

h 

► 

CL1SBY SHOE COMPANY 




WE CARRY 
EVERYTHING FOR 

WESLEYAN GIRLS 

IN 

READY-TO-WEAR 
MILLINERY 
PIECE GOODS 
HOSIERY 
GLOVES 

NECKWEAR, ETC. 

THE L. F. M. STORE 


. 

& 


. 


‘A word to the wise 

is sufficient.” 


GOOD CANDY NEVER 

HURT ANY ONE. 

YOU CAN PAY MORE BUT 
YOU CANT GET ANY 
BETTER CANDY 
THAN 


CASON’S CANDIES i 

A 

203 Cotton Ave., Macon ; 


MEET YOUR FRIENDS HERE 


s 


WEET SHO 

“MACON’S BEAUTY SPOT” 


P 


? 

; 

* 

: 

: 


WE SPECIALIZE IN PARTIES : 

: 


<a> 

<$> 


X 

$ 


I 

Y 

I 


X 

<®> 


YOUNG LADIES 

Come to “The Busy Big Store” 

For The Choicest Creations in 

MILLINERY, READY-TO-WEAR GARMENTS, SHOES, 
FANCY GOODS, NOVELTIES, ETC. 

From the Foremost Centers of the World 

WE WANT EVERY WESLEYAN YOUNG LADY to know 

this store better — it’s to our mutual interest. Come 
often as convenient — buy if you like — inspect 
the Fashion displays of beautiful apparel. 

Your presence will be welcomed. 

THE DANNENBERG COMPANY 

MACON, GEORGIA 


You Are Always Welcome 
at Our Studio 

ODOM’S STUDIO 
“Artistic Photography” 

62 OV 2 Cherry Street 


J. TURNER 

SHOE REPAIR SHOP 

Expert Shoe Repairing 

508 Cherry St., Macon, Ga. 

Telephone 825 


The S. R. Jacques & 
Tinsley Co. 

Sole Proprietors and Dis- 
tributors of The Celebrated 

WESLEYAN COLLEGE 
FLOUR 


Everyone knows it. Every- 
one wants it because 

We all love Wesleyan — 
Both its girls and flour 







ATHLETIC GOODS 

LUGGAGE AND NOVELTIES 


SOUTHERN SPORT SUPPLY CO. 

v 

Ashby Fuss, Manager 

. 

509 Cherry St. Dempsey Hotel Bldg. f 


J. H. SPRATLING 

Optometrist and Optician 

OFFICE AND LENS LABORA- 
TORY. 

652 Cherry Street 
Macon, Ga. 

Eyes Examined for Glasses with 
out Dilating the Pupils. 

A. T. HOLT COMPANY ; 

. 

Personal Service Corporation 

REAL ESTATE AND 
RENTING AGENTS 

561 Mulberry Street 

Macon, Ga. U. S. A. 


L A M A R’S 

A 

f 

Beauty Skin Cream 

TEMPTING BITE OF 

* 

• 

SWEET DELIGHT 

• 

& 

Unsurpassed for 

. 

IS BARKER’S 

; 

Keeping Your Skin Soft, ; 

1 

DOUGHNUTS 

Clear and Radiant. 

A 

CHERRY STREET 

J. B. Riley Drug Co. : 

at Cotton Avenue 

MACON, GEORGIA 


Ask Your Druggist 




M. E. ELLIOTT WAREHOUSE COMPANY 

MOVE, STORE, PACK AND SHIP 

LONG DISTANCE HAULING 

Telephone 79 

M. E. ELLIOTT COAL COMPANY 

We Handle the Very Best Grades 

Our Kentucky BLUE GEM is KING OF ALL COALS 

Telephone No. 79 


The Fashion Shoe Store 

613 Cherry Street 
MACON, GA. 

Novelty Footwear for Women 

Always First in Macon with 
New Styles 

A T T E N T I 0 N! 
Wesleyan Girls 

COATS, SUITS, DRESSES, 
MILLINERY 

Snyders Ready-to-Wear 

Phone 2511 

609 Cherry Street MACON, GEORGIA 


= o 

Dunlap Hardware Co. 

Jap-a-Lac, O-Cedar Polish, 
Johnson’s Floor Wax, Car- 
pet Sweepers, Polishing 
Brooms, Mops, Pyrex-Ware. 

MACON, GEORGIA 

o 








The Georgia Banking Company 

Cherry Street at Second, Macon, Ga. 
COMMERCIAL BANKING IN ALL ITS DEPARTMENTS 

4 1-2% ON SAVINGS ACCOUNTS 

CHECKING ACCOUNTS, CHRISTMAS SAVINGS, 
LOANS, SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES 


R. W. CROCKETT, President 


W. E. BOZEMAN, Cashier 


THE CRICKET 


“A BETTER PLACE TO EAT” 

100% AMERICAN 

An Attractive Place Where You Can Get the Best of Everything at 
MODERATE PRICES 

“Make The Cricket” Your Meeting Place. You Will Like It. 

Anything from a sandwich to a banquet. The most delightful salads, 
Oysters, Sandwiches, Fancy Soda Drinks, Etc. 

THE CRICKET 

415 Cherry Street next to Union Dry Goods Co. 


MORRIS - PUTZEL 

♦ EVERYTHING 
ELECTRICAL 

Lamps, Shades and Fixtures 

519 Cherry Street 
MACON, GA. 


DRY CLEANING 
AND DYEING 


: Independent Laundry Co. 

Cash and Carry 20% 
Discount 


LEE’S 

“Macon’s Shopping Center” 

Catering to 

THE COLLEGE GIRL 
AND HER FAMILY 

Satisfaction or your money 
cheerfully refunded 

Lees Department Store 

456 Cherry St., Macon, Ga. 


PHONE lOOO 


College Hill Grocery 


CARRIES A 


D 


A I N T Y 
I S P L A Y 
o f 

E LI Cl 0 U S 
ELICACI ES 

FOR 


WESLEYAN GIRLS 

Washington Avenue W. V. SAV1LLE, Prop. 


SCHWARTZ & PHAUL 


SHEET METAL AND 
ROOFING 

LOCAL AND LONG DISTANCE 
PHONE 340 

452 Plum Street 
MACON, GEORGIA 




| 

WOOD-PEAVY 
1 FURNITURE COMPANY 

i 






E ARE FOREMOST 

IN OUR LINE 



. iKrtly 


<s> 


Optician 

" Maker of Fine Glasses ' ' 

570 Cherry St. Macon, Ga. 
















'■ FOR WESLEYAN GIRLS 

f 

Y 

t A Shoe Service Complete 


and Distinctive 


’ To fit everyone fashionably, 

• comfortably and as reasona- 

i bly as our exacting stand- 
ard of quality allows is the 
aim of our shoe service. 

& 

| Macon Shoe Company 

“The Store Where Quality 
Counts.” 

361 THIRD STREET 


Burney Bros, f 

C o . 

Wholesale 

FRUITS 

and 

PRODUCE 

315 POPLAR STREET 
MACON, GA. 


YOU'LL ENJOY 

THAT COMFORTABLE FEELING 

of knowing things will be 
right when they come to you 
packed under the 

Morris Supreme Yellow 
and Black Label. 

'Thousands of folks have 
come to trust this mark in 
buying. It's one sure way 
to determine Quality and an 
easy way, too. Just be 

guided by the Supreme Yellow and Black mark of goodness. Get 
these foods into your market basket. You 11 want them again and 



again. 


Morris & Company 






